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the season in new quarters. The bluebirds early
took possession, and in June their first brood had
flown. The wrens had been hanging around, evi-
dently with an eye on the place (such little comedies
may be witnessed anywhere), and now very naturally
thought it was their turn. A day or two after the
young bluebirds had flown, I noticed some fine, dry
grass clinging to the entrance to the cavity; a cir-
cumstance which I understood a few moments later,
when the wren rushed by me into the cover of a
small Norway spruce, hotly pursued by the male
bluebird. It was a brown streak and a blue streak
pretty close together. The wrens had gone to house-
cleaning, and the bluebird had returned to find his
bed and bedding being pitched out of doors, and had
thereupon given the wrens to understand in the most
emphatic manner that he had no intention of vacat-
ing the premises so early in the season. Day after
day, for more than two weeks, the male bluebird
had to clear his premises of these intruders. It oc-
cupied much of his time and not a little of mine, as
I sat with a book in a summer-house near by, laugh-
ing at his pretty fury and spiteful onset. On two
occasions the wren rushed under the chair in which
I sat, and a streak of blue lightning almost flashed
in my very face. One day, just as I had passed the
tree in which the cavity was placed, I heard the
wren scream desperately; turning, I saw the little
vagabond fall into the grass with the wrathful blue-
73 to save them. We hesitated on
